
The Hiforic of 

Falf. I would it were bed time Hal, and all well* 

Prin. Why ? thou oweRGod a death* 

Falf. T is not due yet, I would be loth to pay him before his 
day : what need I be fo forward with him that cals not on me? 
Well,tisRO matter* Honour pricks me on : yea, but how if Ho- 
nour prick me off when I come on?how then can Honour fet to 
a leg? no, or an antic?no,or take away the griefeof a.wound?no 
Houour hath no skill in Surgeric then? no : What is Honour? a 
Word: What is that word’ Honour? Aire: a trim reckoning. 
Who hath it ? he that died f.Wcdncfday? Doth he fecle it? no : 
doth heheareit?no:tisinfenHbJc then? yca,to the deadtbuit will, 
itnotliuc with the liuing? no: why ’detraction vs'illnotfuffer 
it, therefore lie none of it; Honour is amecrc Skutcbion; and 
fo ends my Catechifme. J ce .^ q,. Exit. 

Enter Wt orcejler, and fir. Richard 'Vernon. 

Wor. Q no.my Nephew mud not know, Sir Richard, 

The libcrall kind offer of thcKing. 

Ver. T’were beft lie did.. 

War. Then are wc all vndone, 
ltisnotpofsible.it can not be, 

The King would keepe his word in louing vs. 

He will fufpeCt vs Hill, and find a time, 

To pun i Hi this offence inothcrs.faultes ; 

Suppofition,all ourliues,ffiall b.e flneke full of eyes;. 

For Trcafon is but trufted like tjic Foxe, 

Who neuer fo tame,fo cherifht, and loekt vp, 

Will hauc a wide trickc of his anceflers : 

Looke how he can,or fad or merrily? 

Interpretation will mifejuote our looker. 

And we lhali feed like Oxen at a flail* 

The better cherifht, Hill the nearer death. . 

My Nephe wes trcfpaffc may be w ell forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heat of bloody 
And an adopted name of Priuilcdgc, 

Ahaire-braind Hotfpur, governed by a fplcene, 

All his offences hue v.ponmy head. 

And on his Fathers. Wc did traine himoa, 

And his corruption benigtane from vs, 

W® 


Exit Dovsg. 


Henry the fourth. 

We as the fpring ©f all.fhal pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofcn.lcmot Harry know 
In any cafe, the offerof the King. Enter Hotjpar 

per. Deliuer what you wil.lle fay tis fo.Herc comes yotf coofe 
Hot. My Vncleis returnd, 

Deliuer vpmy Lord of Wefimerland; 

Vncle.What newes? 

Wor. The King will bid youBattell prefcntly. 

Dosog. Dcfie him by the Lord o f Wafimerlan d. 

Hot. Lord Dmglat, goe you and tell him fo. 

Dowg. Mary and fhall,and very willingly. 

Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently ofour gricuances, 

Ofhis Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he is forfvvornc. 

He cals vs Rebels, 1 raytors.and will fcourge 
With hawty armes, this hatcfull name in vs. 

Dowg. Arme Gentleraen.to armes. for I haue thro wne 
A brauc Defianccin King Henries teeth; 

And Wefimerland that was ingag’d did beare it, , 

Which can not chufc but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. T hcTrme of Wales ftept foot th before thtKing, 

And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vyon our heads, 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day. 

But I and Harry Monmouth : tell mee.tcll mcc. 

How fhewd his talking ? fcemd it m contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foule, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d mote modcftly, 

Vnleffca Brother fhould a Brother dare 
T o gentle exerci fe and proofe of armes. 

He gaue y ou all the d u tics of a man, 

Trund vp your prayfrs with a Princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you cucr better then his prayfe. 

By ftilldifprayfing prayfe, valued with you : 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 


EntrrDowg. 



